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Thankſgiving. 


Adam, attending Providence, we do 
Make our Addreſs to Heaven, and then to you : .. 
With Pray'rs and Praiſes, we high Heaven adore 


For Mercies paſt, and Mercies yet in ſtore z 


Ihe are Heay'n's Fees, and Heav'n expects no more. 
A 2 Such 


1 5 


| Such Oe flying to the Throne above, 


Peſcends beneath in gentle Dews of Love: 

So the kind Showers the Sun exhales from Earth, 
Return in Bleſſings, give the Spring a Birth. 
Amidſt the glorious Offerings of this Day, 

An humble Muſe does her mean Homage pay, 
And A ſragllMite upon the Altar as 

Hcav'n did accept it, cauſe it was fi incere; 
And you, great Queen, are Hegy” n's Vicegerent here. 
Nay, bounteous Heav'n did the mean Trifle treat 
Beyond the mighty Treaſures of the Great. 

The gun does the poor Graſhopper inſpire, 

She chaunts her Lays, as does the aiery Quire, 
Warm'd with the ſame, altho” not equal Fire; 

Yet till ſhe ſings, her Songs ere all ſincere, | 
With humble Notes ſhe fills'the ambient Air: 
Then chaunt, my Muſe, thy Queen will not diſdFn | 
The meaneſt Off ring of a gubject· Swain. 


5) 


A mighty Tyrant, for ſome Ages paſt, 
Has laid the beauteous Part of Nature waſt, 
And fair Europa, with deſtructive Rage, 


In more than Civil Arms he does engage: 
She bluſhes to behold her ſlaviſh Chains, 
And mourns of Liberty the ſmall R#mains. 


| He tears her Bowels, with deſtructive Wan 

| And on her Face prints many a diſmal Scar: 
Her Viſage ſick and gaſtly does appear, 

| Defac'd are all the Lines of Beauty there. 

| Famine and Plague, where e er he paſſes, reigns, 

No Troops the Cities fill, no Flocks the Plains : 
In Temples haunt the Bittern and the Owl, 
And wilder Wolves, where Towns once flouriſh'd, havl. 
The oppreſsd Virgin cries in her Diſtreſs ; 
She cries aloud for Help, yet no Redreſs : 
Her, for the Sins of th unrepenting World, 
Has Heav'n in Ruin and Confuſion hurl'd. oe 
This mighty Nimrod aims to rule alone, 
Deſtroying other Nations as his own: 

He 


(s) 
He great 0'er Provinc&e@ſpeopleddvigos,:... i 
The Sitvan Monarch of the Woods and Plains. 
But now his Sins ripe for Deſtruction are, 
Heavi's abus'd Patience wall no longer bear. 
Yet ſhe repenting Sinuers meets with Joy; 
And tho' ſhe puniſhes, will mot deſtroy : 


On th' harraſs'd World in Pity the looks down, 


Gives Hopes of Freedom from the Briti Throne, 


The glorious Ama does that Scepter wield, 
A Scourge to Tyrants, to th' Oppreſs d a Shield. 


Now the warm Sun compreſs d Earth's fruitful Womb, 


- And ſhe grows big with the fair Spring to come, 


Nature rejoicing in his amorous Fire, 
Deck d up, receives him in her choice Attire, 
The Flowers peep up, and ſhew their beauteous Heads, 
Gently arifing from their native Beds: 
Softly their fragrant Beauties they diſcloſe, 
And, by Degrees, do fulkblown Sweets expoſe: 
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5 (7) 
Then all the Riches of the Spring appear 
The Wealth and Beauty of tir enſuing Lear. 


The Field invites abroad, War's Hour is nigh, 
The Britih Blood boils up for Action high: 
Here Troops in pompous Equipage appear, 
And full Batallions in due Order there. 
Behold new Squadrons on the verdant Plains 
Move with the awful Mein of Veterans: 
Each Soldier here does on true Honour ſtand, 
Learns to obey, in order to command; 
Each Centry fit to fill a Captain's Poſt, 
And every Captain to command an Hoſt. 
Theſe are the new Recruits for Marlboro, 
| Who after hinge queſt of Glory go: 
The End they ſeek is an immortal Name, 
Who in their Country's Safety purchaſe Fame, 
They've heard of Schellenbarg, of Hochſtet, til 


They long, at leaſt won d aim to do as well 


| * with the Danube rival the Meſelle. 


n £3387 alto, et 2 


x * 
7 - 
I 34s 


($8) 


Theſe great Atchievements their bold Courage fr 


They by ſuch Acts hope to like Fame aſpire, 
And know no middle Way to gain Applauſe, 
But to o'ercome, or dien Honour's Cauſe. 


But now they leave their native Soil behind; 
Their Pray'rs are only for a happy Wind; 


And they are heard, for Zephyr ſivells their Sails 


(Commiſſion d from above) with proſperous Gales. 
Tritons and Nereids pl ay around the Fleet, 

And antick Dancers in Sea-Meafures meet: 

From brazen Throats Broad-ſides of Cannon roar. 
The Muſick ecchoes from the Belgick Shore 
Which loudly bellowing thro? the boundleſs oy 
Awakes old Neptune from his drowſie Sleep: 

He views the Fleet, and joys to entertain, 

And recognize the Mdnarck of the Main. 

Ob! much beloy'd of Heav'n does thus appear, 

In whoſe juſt War Heav'n does it ſelf declare, 

| And Winds and Seas faithful Confed rates are. 


(5) 

, See there the Belgick Nation on the Strand, 
bt 40 meet their Bw#tiſh Allies as they land: 
In loud Huzza's their Friendſhip they repeat, 


And with true Joy and faithful Welcome treat. 
With plenteous Tables, and with flowing Bowls, 
They mingle all their Liquors, and their Souls: 
Ceres and Bacchus wait with all their Wealth, 

And in full Goblets crown great Marlboro's Health. 
Nov fee the Dntch and Britiſh Lions join, 

Both in a well-concerted March combine. 
When thus in Conſt they united roar, 
Terror amazes Sea, as well as Shore; 

And Gallick Navies now are ſeen no more. 
French and Bavarians mix their ſhatter'd Troops, 
But timelꝶ fig, forms their ſureſt Hopes: 
They wiſely a Retreat contrive with Care, 
While Danger at due Diftance does appear : 
With wond'rous Courage they aſſault their Foes, 


When Rivers and Moraſſes interpoſe 
DA ＋ 


B 


. (10) 

| Twas then the great Conductor of the Day, 

His brighteſt Beams did thro' the Air convey, 

And bleſs'd the Earth, with 4 prolificx Rax: 1 
Juſt in the Zenith did Apollo march, 

And laſh'd his Courſers, thro' Heav'n's. higheſt Arch: 


Tellus rejoyces in his warm Embrace, 


Diſcovers all the Beauty of her Sun-burnt Face: 
Shews all her Wealth, puts her choice Dreſſes on, 
To entertain her Paramour, the Sun. 

Vertumnus and Pomona bleſs his Ray, 

And all his under-Gods their Homage pay: 

The Britiſh Youth, mix'd with the Belgick Maids, 
Hy from his Heat, and. ſeek the cooler Shades. 
The Nymphs and Swains ſit round the purling Streams. 
Where Love ad Churchill are their pleaſing Theinks. 
Some to the Meads and verdant Groves retire, 

To joyn with ſofter Notes the aiery Quire: 

Tune all their Pipes, and with melodious Lays, 
They ting loud Anthems to Sollen s Praiſe. N ü 


( 
Then to great Marlboro ſmall Off rings bring, 
Sometimes his Loves, and then his Triumphs ſing: 
His early Paſſion for Almeria Fair; 


For he was fortunate in Love as War. 
Nature his Perſon form'd with ev'ry Grace, 
Stamp'd Love and Honour in his Infant-Face: 
With ſuch ſoft Paſſion he the Court did move; 
He look'd as he were ouly born to love: 
In Courts and Camps him Fate alike did bleſs; 
In both a Monazch's Rival, with Succels. 

Ke . 

Naw ſee him, with his Chiefs, in Counſel ſet, 

With all the Reverend Belgick Sages met; | 
With utmoſt Application they attend: 
On their Reſolves does E nrope's Fate depend. 
Calmnly they weigh, and with delib'rate Care 
Conſult the Actions of th approaching Year: 
With niceſt Scruples eacli Reſolve they ſean, 
At leaſt as far at Human Reaſoi can 8 
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Wiſely paſt Turns of Providence debate, 
115 And dive into the dark Receſs of Fate : 

| But human Prudence is too ſhort a Line, 

ii To fathom Depths in the Decrees Divine. 
Now, every Soldier the Reſolves may tell, 

It The Dutch the Alaeſe defend, the Britons the Moſell: - 
ii Boldly they march, and with impetuous Haſte. 


Already have whole Provinces o'erpaſt. 
With Joy their Chiefs they follow ; thus they ſlight 
The ſcorching Heat by Day, the piercing Dews by Night. 
The Country's ruin'd, waſted as they paſs 
Deſerted Towns, and over-grown: with Graſs: 
For nobleſt Cities, which the Rhine did grace, 7 
Demoliſh'd Walls and ruin d Palac s. 
Such Proſpects theſe ſad Provinces afford, 

The difinal Ruins of the Gallick Sword: 

That cuts up Root and Branch, the fruitful Vine, 


* 


Deſtroys the nobleſt Harveſt of the Fhins. 1 114. 
They, in their barbarous Rage, no Temples ſpare, A 


Nor ſleeping Kings in Royal Tombs revese; 


. 


Rudely inſult the Aſhes of the Brave, 


proud of their Conqueſts gain d upon the Grave. 
With weary, chearful Steps they forward preſs, 
Victorious Hope makes toilſom Labour leſs: 
Imaginary Conqueſts court their Eyes, 

And Viddories, in Enbrio, ſurprize. 

Trion- like, after this tedious Chaſe, 

A Cloud inſtead of Juno they embrace. 


But, O Germania, thy Lethargick Dreams 
Spoil all the Meaſures of well order'd Schemes, 
What can a Head, tho' wiſely it commands, 
With ſuch abominable gouty Hands? 

Thou, by Delays, to thy own Int'reſt blind, 
Stopp'ſt all the Succours for thy Aid deſign'd : 
Oppoleſt thy beſt Friends, when Marlboro 

Is juſt prepar d to give th important Blow 2 
Stupid or blind, miſtaking ſtill the Way, 
Do ſt to perfidious Foes faithful Allies betray ; 


N 19 10 - * o . 
74 q ” - ” a * . 3 18 


(14). 
Stopping our Legions, ready to advance 
Cnto the Bowels of defpairing France : 
Thou fortify'ſt for them each feeble Town, 
Turning their aguiſh Fears upon thy own. 
No Magazines, but empty every Store; 
A wretched Camp, as the Exchequer, poor. 
Hardly the Centries doe their Watches keep; 
But buried all in a Lethargirk'8leep, 't 7 - 
Their Equipage does their Condition ſuit, 
Of Carriages and Cannon deſtitute. ' i © | 
No Stores of Arms their warlike Cities yield. 
Alike unfit for Seiges, or the Field. 
Laden with Corn no Granaries appear, 
The grateful Harveſt of 'a kindly Vear. 
But change, my Muſe, this melancholy Scene, 
And cauſe a more delightful Proſpect ſhine. 
This Lethargy of State ispaſs'd-away, 
And vigorous Spirits thorough Auſtria ſway: 
The Imperial Eagle does her Youth renew, 
Lrops her old Beak, and does new Pounces view; 
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Feels 
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Feels freſh Supplies of Spirits from the Heart, 
Thro' the vaſt Empire flow to every Part. 
Black Emiſſaries of the Rom Court 

Shall to Viema now no more reſort: 

No more Hungaria's Fears they ſhall foment, 
Nor in Bohemia ſcatter Diſcontent : 

No more with Luid'ores they ſhall furprize, 

Or ſcatter golden Duſt before our Eyes. 

Great Lewis wakens from his ſleepy Dream, 
Speaks of loſt Honour, and makes War. his Theme: 
Talks of new Conqueſts, and French Armies loſt, 


Revenge for Cities burnt, and Nations waſt. 


On, Prince, for Victory attends thy Sword, 
Which may new Matter for my Song afford, 
And Strasburg own again her injur'd Lord: 
Aiſatia ſhall her Gallick Fetters quit, 

And Lorrain to her native Prince ſubmit. 
This my prophetick Muſe with Joy foretells; 


For the with: Pleaſure on this Subieck duell: 
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(1s) 
Von this and more will happily tranſact, | Fs 
When you with 2/arl4ro in Conſort act. 


But hear, my Muſe, noble Godolphin ſing, 
And to th' Treaſurer a ſmall Off ring bring: 
He for our Armies, with induſtrious Care, 
Does War's chief Sinews plenteouſly prepare; 
Whoſe Providence reaches remoter Climes, 
Suſtains our Holt, and*cancels German Crimes: 
In diſtant Nations. he does Food ſupply, 
Een where the Natives forcd by Hunger fl: :/ 
They feel no Want, which does the People grieve * 
But in ſtarv'd Provinces, with Plenty live. 
The Steward muſt employ unuſual Care, 
Who manages for that wild Spender War. 
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To Flanders move we, with a ſivift Retreat, 
where nobler Conqueſts do our Armies wait. 8 
The Spaniſh Foot join with the Gallick Force, Iu; 
And both unite with the Bava3an Horſe: 
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(Oy 
They from behind the Trenches quit their Line, 
When Britiſh Forces forage on the Nine; 
Then enter ſafe the Plains, while with a Siege 
The falſe Elector threatens fpaciuus Leige. 
Their Arms already have Huy poſleis'd, 
Andl Leige calls Marlboro to her Aid, diſtreſs'd 
With Speed the noble Hero does advance, 
With Speed delivers her from the Inſults of France, 
Our Britiſh Ceſar, great as he of Rome, 
One form'd for ancient Honours in his Bloons. 
He did approach, and ſee, and overcome : 
All the Deſigns of War to him are known. 
And fierce Bellona's Secrets are his own. 
Bavier and Villeroy, in Victories, 
Weakly with Marlborough diſpute the Prize : 
They, with unequal Force, the Ball contend 
With great Turene's Diſciple, greater W il lam's Friend, 
Behind their Trenches now their Armies creep, 
Dream not of Danger, but ſecurely ſleep: 
| C 


; 


While 


( 18 ) 
While he with one ſmall Stratagem of War 


Forces their Lines, breaks o'er their Barrier. 


Tho' Mounts on Monnts, Hi on Offs thrown, 


And Forts beneath the Weight of Cannon groan 


Tho' Batteries on Batteries they raiſe 
a 3 


Thro' all their Works the Brizz/h Forces paſs. 


Tabes upon Tubas their Trenches lye beneath, 

And from their triple Mouths do vomit Death : 
A dire Invention from the Stygian Lake, 

Some fam'd Artificer of Hell did make, 

And from old Cerberus the Pattern take. 

Blew Balls and Fire, and every various Death, 
Theſe dreadful Engines from their Caverns breath. 


Horror and Night, the Day is now no more, 
But what their artful Lightning does reſtore : 
Thro' Fire, Sulphur, and Smoke, and Death we fight; 2 
We charge thro? all the Terrors of the Night; t: 
The dreadful Sound fills all the black ned Air, $1413 R 
And diſtant Cities tremble from aan: 


619) 
But ſtill our Troops preſs on in firm Array, 
And with redoubled Fury force their bloody Way. 
Their Paſſage, Lumly, and brave Homspeck's Horſe 
Thro' Clouds of Smoak and Storms of Bullet force, 
Here ſhatter'd Squadrons, with a diſmal Wrack, 
Do in the Rout their firm Batallions break: 
On their own Troops their direful Fury wreke. 
Brave All-gre the wavering Battel views, 
He only ſtops, that he himſelf may loſe; 


Submits to gen'rous Foes, ere he baſe Flight wou'd chuſe. 


Not ſo Bavoria's Duke, he from afar 

Forms his Retreat, and makes a flying War: 
Swittly he paſſes thro' the laſt Defile, 

Not ſafe till got beyond the River Dile. 

Not ſo, when Leopold's Cauſe he did maintain 
With youthful Heat upon the Auſtrian Plain; 
He there the Empire's glorious Bulwark ſtood, 
And dy'd his Lawrels deep in Tut Blood: 

| GDI 03 But 


( 20 ) 
But now thoſe bright Atchievements all are foil'd, 
Debas'd by Treaſon, and Rebellion ſpoil'd, 
O ! who but he, in everlaſting Shame, 
Wou'd ont-live Loſs of Einpire and of Fame? 

See Ingoldsby he preſſes hard the Chaſe, 
Follows the foremoſt in bright Honour's Race : 
From martial Anceſtors his Blood deriv'd, 
In him the Hero from the Cradle liv'd. 
And you, great Generals, who that glorious Day 
Bivs from the Battel Honour all away, 
Be pleas'd with wonted Goodneſs to excuſe 
Unwilling Ignorance in an humble Muſe. 


Was it not here on this Brabantine Plain, 
Our Troops for Conqueſt fought, but fought in vain ? 
With noble Heat our' Army did advance, 
And with Detachments ſtood the Pride of France. 
The Gallick Squadrons cover'd all the Fields, 
And Valour forc'd, to doubled Numbers yields: 


(21) 
Grim Death they-met either in Field or Flight, 
And with their Bodies bridg'd the flowing Geet. 


Here Soam's in Death did quench his martial Fire; 
Dowglas, midſt Troops of French did here expire: 
Great Talmaſh did the dangerous Field reſtore, 
Great Talmaſh who, alas, Is now no more. 


Look down you Hero's, who at Landen fell 


From your Abodes, where now jn Peace you dwell : 


Pleas'd with the Glories of this Victory, 
Which envious Fates did to your Arms deny ; 
Tho! for the Conqueſt you puſh'd oft and hard, 
That was for Am and Marlboro reſerv'd : 

It was decreed, and Fate was obſtinate ; 

For your great Leader conquer'd all but Fate: 
Immortal Villiam, our great King ere while, 
But now the Guardian Angel of our Ifle, 
Perceives new Joy in his exalted Mind 

To ſee ſo well perform'd what he deſign'd, 
Thus T, in feeble and unpoliſh'd Verſe, 
Faintly the Glories of my Queen rehearſe ; 


Which 


„ * * 
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Which yet may beammortal by her Nane, 


That cannot die in the Records of Fame: 


Let all her Foes be cloath'd with laſting Shame. 


| Tyrant reſign thy uſurp'd Title, Great, 
| | | | Meanly Heſcend to Lewis le Petite 
| [| : TI" thy falſe, glaring, emblematick Sun 
| | 0 Sinks in the Ocean of her Glories down, P 
|| fl . Never to riſe again, or to amaze - * 
{i The wond ring World with his prodigious Blaze. | 
i f | For thouſand Tenqles i their Ruins loſt, 
10 As many Cities, Provinces laid waſt: . _ , | 
| f | For Millions, Victims to thy Luſt of Pow'r, 
| fl | For ſlaughter'd Nations which thy Swords devour, 
| . And for a Sea of Blood unjuſtly ſpilt, 
| i O! what remains but black Deſpair and Guilt ? 
| | Ek So Empire falls on bloody Maxims built. 
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iſ 0 Queen of this Queen of Iſles, Auma the Great. 
To ſinking Nations a ſecure Retraa g 
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623) 
| Here Emp'rors fly for Refuge in Diſtreſs , 
Nor fly in vain, for here they meet Redreſs. 
Tyrants and Traytors ſnatch their Neighbour's Crown; 
The Tyrant falls, the Traytor's Crown's o erthrown. 
Aſtrea once again makes Earth her Home; 
Behold a Train of golden Ages come: 

Remoter Kings take Journeys from afar 
| To viſit Am, and all her Wiſdom hear: 
Monarchs ſhall date their Empires from her Reign, 
And a new Era thro' the World obtain. 
Now thro the World War and Deſtruction ceaſe 3 
For Am was born to give all Nations Peace: 
Thus let thy Subjects Wiſhes be confin'd, 
Live long the Care of Heav'n, the Joy of all Mankind. 


But late, tho' late, you muſt at laſt remove 
T' augment the Number of the Bleſs 'd above. 


O, may you, when you ceaſe on Farth to bee” 


Still in your happy Succeſſor ſurvive, 
The choiceſt Bleſſing you theſe Iſles can give. ) 


FINIS. 
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